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life at Stone Ends, where Uncle Gauntry drank,
hunted, beat her, loved her, taught her to ride, to
hunt, to prepare the birds for cock-fighting and to
learn everything there was to learn about men and

women.

She was only eleven, but she knew more, far
more, about everything than her half-niece Deb,
who was twenty-three, or that other Deborah, her
half-sister, who was married to a clergyman at
Cockermouth and had two grown sons*

Uldale was by far too tame for her, and yet she
loved them all and yearned for them all to love her.
She knew, though, even at this age (she had known
it long ago), that they could not really love her, for
her mother had been a gipsy woman taken by her
father off the fells and married by him when he
was already an old man. She knew that David
and Deborah, his children, had been ashamed of
this marriage and had despised him for it. (They
had not despised him for it. She would learn
that one day.) Oh yes, they could not love her
at Uldale, because she was the daughter of a gipsy
and had been found one day dancing naked on
the roof and could swear most horribly. But at
Stone Ends they did not mind whose daughter
she was and allowed her to do whatever she pleased.

Now on this afternoon in October they had but
jusHnished dinner, Mrs. Herries, Deb, Will and
Judith* Mr. Herries and Francis had ridden to
Newknds to see about a piece of land. Mrs,
Monnasett was to be buried the following day.
The house was quite still Mrs. Herries went to
tte Uana Room to write a letter to her sister-ia-